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my  friend.    You will  not feel the bitterness before she
returns/'

I drank.   My eyelids grew heavy and my limbs weary.

" Stretch out upon the couch, my son."

His voice came from the Abyss of Things.

I entered the temple of Catapha, carrying a cup with the
juice of immortality. Upon the couch lay my wife.

" Allatu," I said, " my love, drink this and you shall be my
wife for ever."

She stretched out her hand.    " Kotikokura, my husband "

I began walking to the couch.

The floor of the temple spread out like a vast desert. The
ceiling disappeared. The moon bathed the body of AUatiL
I continued walking. The couch receded. I wished to run,
but my legs were trunks of trees whose roots were in the centre
of the earth.

Times without number the nightly face of Catapha
changed from a crescent to a half-moon, puffed out like the
maw of a cobra which has swallowed a lamb, rounded like a
dahlia.

Allatu lost contour. She was aged. She disappeared in
flames. Another Allatu took her place.

" Allatu," I called, " wait." My words were tortoises
crawling in immense circles.

A hundred Allatus stretched upon the sacred couch, called
my name, became old and vanished. A hundred palpitating
mouths opened and withered and died,

At last I reached the couch. " Who are you ? " I asked the
woman,

" I am Allatu, daughter of Allatu, daughter of Allatu,
daughter of Eve, since the beginning of time*   You are
Kotikokura, Adam, our husband, in the dream of each.   Make
me your wife in the flesh, Kotikokura."
" Drink of this and be my wife for ever."